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Dear Boys and Girls: 

Is there anything on the earth or in the sky more beautiful than 
a rainbow? Whenever I see a rainbow I am amazed at its loveliness 
of shape and coloring. I always feel that I should like to stand in 
the center of the arch and let the colors become a part of me. Rain- 
bows have perfectly charming ways of doing things, at times. 

Once, when I was traveling in the highlands of Wyoming, a 
rain came down the mountain to meet our train. The sun shone through 


-the cloud, and the raindrops sparkled as a shower of jewels would have 


sparkled. The conductor called my attention to a rainbow. One 
end of the bow touched the ground at about one hundred feet from my 
stateroom. I could not see the other end, but from the curve of the 
arch I wondered if it might be riding on the roof of my car! That 
rainbow traveled with us for many miles. I did all that I could to 
encourage it to keep up with us. 

Returning on that same trip I traveled a river valley, into which 
opened many smaller valleys. The valleys were filled with light fog, 
and each was spanned by a rainbow. Beautiful were these soft-tinted 
arches, reaching up through the grayish mists. 

While in Florida last winter I saw what might be called the 
foundation of a rainbow. On the water of the gulf, resting against 
a morning fog bank, was a huge block of rainbow colors. It seemed 
very much at ease, very restful, as if it were a part of the sun that 
had worked hard all night to light China, and was now taking a little 
repose before beginning its shining for Florida. 

I have been told of a wonderful valley in Hawaii, where a great 
many rainbows can be seen at the same time—rainbow after rainbow 
curving upward, a long line of gorgeous half hoops. I think that I 
shall have to go to Hawaii, sometime, to see that valley and its garden 


of rainbows. 
With love, 
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THE FAIRY 


CORA 


Fairy dreams for sale have |! 


Who will heed me? Who will buy? 


I have silk and satin frocks 

Made of ruffled hollyhocks— 

Pink ones, white ones, reds, and blues— 

Any color you may choose. 

Hats and caps to match 
have I. 

Who would like one? Who Mf 


will buy? ae 
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I have lady’'s-slippers gay. 
Guaranteed to fit a fay— 
Any style and any shade, 
Soft and comfortably made. 
Fairy shoes for sale have I. 


Who will take them? Who will buy? 
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Ht Here's a snow-white lily boat. 


= Dainty one in which to float 
* Down a little fairy stream, 


: Guided by a pale moonbeam. 


Lt it Lovely things for sale have I. 


§ Who would like them? Who will buy? 
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Yh Lily pads for parasols, 
Gt UH Large, or small enough for dolls; 
P< Bluebell bowls of nectar dew, 


( ! Fairy toys for sale have I. 
=@ Who will choose one? Who will buy? 
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EA Acorn cups and saucers too. 
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Butterflies are gay airplanes 

That will fly o'er elfin lanes, 

Built to travel fast or slow, 

Any way you wish to go! 

Boys and girls, come buy them, please. 
You can travel far in these. 
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Fairy wares, oh, come and buy! 
Is the price so very high? 

No, you ll find that it is right, 
Reasonable and proper, quite. 
Let me whisper in your ear: 
“It's a fairy heart, my dear!" 
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GARDNER “HUNTING 


“Ted, would you like to go to Chicago with Father >” 

Mr. Bronson stood in the dining room looking at his small son, 
who was finishing the last vestige of a second piece of strawberry 
shortcake. 

Ted jumped as though a firecracker had been set off beside his 
ear, and looked questioningly at his mother who had come in and 
was smiling at him. Chicago? Would he like to go? ~With Father? 
Well, most assuredly! “Yes, sir,” he said hastily, slipping promptly 
off his chair, and making a not altogether successful attempt to use and 
fold his napkin at the same time. 

““We have just half an hour to catch the train for Grand Haven, 
Elinor, and we'll get the boat there,”’ said Mr. Bronson to his wife. 
“We'll be in the city early in the morning. I'll see Wyatt at once, 
and close the contract, I hope.” 

“Oh, John, I hope so.” 

Mrs. Bronson’s eyes were shining with pleasure, and even Ted 
saw the unusual flush on his father’s face and knew that something of 
moment had occurred—something which made his parents both happy 
and anxious. 

“You will be Father’s private secretary, Ted,” said his mother, 
laughing. “You must show what a good business man you are, for 
this trip means a great deal to us all. If Father gets this contract it 
will mean——”’ 

“Don’t anticipate, dear,” said Mr. Bronson. “We won't count 
our chickens yet. We'll just hope and try hard to win. Ted will 
help Father to get there on time. We mustn’t miss any trains or boats, 
or we'll be too late and spoil it all.” 

Ted could dress rapidly—on occasion. That morning he had 
taken half an hour to put on his school clothes, anticipating only an 
ordinary day. That noon, with a lake trip to Chicago in prospect, 
it required but ten minutes for him to get into his best little blue serge 
suit, to have his tie properly arranged, and his hair parted straight. 
When he waved his hand in farewell to his mother, from the seat in 
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the car bound for the station, she laughed aloud at the quick time 
he had made. 

The trip from Grand Rapids to Grand Haven by train was not 
new to Ted, who had gone that far before on little journeys with his 
father. But the steamer trip across Lake Michigan to the big city, 
of which every western boy thinks with much admiration, curiosity, 
or wonder, would be a delightful thing. Besides, this hurried, im- 
portant business trip was exciting and interesting, and Mr. Bronson 
told Ted all about it on the train. 

“The plans are what they want to see,” he said, patting a big, 
paper wrapped roll which lay beside his grip. ““They’re for a big 
building in the city, and I hope to get the contract at the directors’ 

meeting, which is to 
be held tomorrow in 
Chicago. Of course 
there are many other 
architects after it, 
zg and that’s why it is 
so important that my 
plans should get 

there in time. 

ny Who is Wyatt, 
who had _remem- 
bered the odd name. 
“Mr. Wyatt? 
He is a friend of 
mine who is a direc- 
tor in the company 
which is to own the 
building, and he has 
~ seen the plans. He 
favors my cause, you 
see, and will do 
everything he can to 
- help me. He has an 

“Yes, sir,” he said, slipping off his chair. office in the Masonic 

temple.” 

Ted was no stranger to city life. His own home town was a 
live and bustling place, where street traffic was heavy, and buildings 
rose to what seemed to him huge proportions. He was familiar with 
rushing cars and cabs and the clanging gongs of the fire engines, police 
patrols, and ambulances. Boylike, too, he loved it all—the turmoil 
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and the din—and it was anticipation of a greater degree of all this in 
the great metropolis, with many wonders added, that made his heart 
beat with happy excitement. 

The night boats that cross Lake Michigan from Grand Haven 
to Chicago start from Muskegon, farther up the Michigan shore, and 
on this particular night 
the boat that Mr. 
Bronson had expected 
to take was delayed at 
Muskegon. Further 
cause for delay arose 
in connection with 
freight loading after 
Ted and his father 
went on board; and, 
as the hour grew late, 
Ted, in preparation 
for the morrow, 
climbed into his berth 
and went to sleep 
while the steamer was 
still at thé wharf in 
Grand Haven. The 
last thing he heard 
before he entered the 
land of dreams was 
the closing of the 
stateroom door by his 

father, who again 
“Do you know where my father is >” went out on deck. 

It was daylight 
when Ted awoke, a foggy, gray daylight indeed, but unmistakably 
day. The first thing he noted when he opened his eyes was the dim 
glimmer at his porthole, which made him wonder where his big home 
bedroom window was. ‘Then he felt the pounding throb of the 
steamer’s engines, and heard the rattle of some loose bit of metal 
somewhere in the stateroom. 

His eyes brightened and widened as he turned over on his side, 
looking curiously about and listening eagerly. It was very still, ex- 
cept for the pounding of the engines and a delicious hiss and splash 
of water outside, which instantly brought to his mind a vivid picture 
of the racing waves and the plowing steamer. He could feel the rise 
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and fall and roll of the vessel, and a sudden exultant pleasure in it all 
made him sit up and laugh aloud. 

The sound of his own laugh seemed very noisy to Ted. He 
dropped down upon the pillow again, wondering if he had disturbed 
any of the other sleepers. He listened to note whether he could hear his 
father’s breathing in the lower berth, and then he crept to the edge of 
his bunk and peered over and down into the bed below. 

It was empty! The covers were smoothly laid. It-had not been 
slept in! 

Ted’s eyes opened wide in wonder. What was this? Where 
was his father? Had he, Ted, slept alone in the stateroom all night? 
If so, what did that mean? Surely his father would not sit out on 
deck all night. He clambered over the edge of his berth and dropped 
to the floor. The rough rug felt strange to his bare feet, and seemed 
to add to a sudden growing feeling of loneliness which was coming 
over him. He reached for his clothes and began hustling into them 
at his fastest pace. When he was dressed, he opened the stateroom 
door timidly and peered out. 

A very big man in a blue uniform, with gold bands on cap and 
sleeves, was just passing. ‘Hello there, early bird!” he said to Ted, 
with a jovial wink which suited his round, red, jolly sort of face. 

“(Do you know where my father is>?”’ asked Ted, promptly tak- 
ing courage. 

““Your father, youngster >” asked the purser, stopping. “T don’t. 
Maybe I haven’t the pleasure of his acquaintance.” 

“‘He didn’t sleep here last night,” said Ted, backing into his 
room and pointing to the berth. 

The purser glanced inside, and then he looked at the boy ques- 
tioningly. ““What does your father look like, son?” he asked gently. 

“*He’s big, with brown hair and blue eyes,” replied Ted, watch- 
ing the officer’s face anxiously. 

The purser grinned and extended his hand to the boy. ‘Come 
on,” he said. “We'll look for him.” 


(To be continued) 
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Estelle Urbahns 


Mariella, moving softly as a shadow, carried a flower bowl and 
three brown bulbs into the basement. A secret lay shadowed in her 
eyes, and her cheeks were pink with excitement. A south window, 
through which a flood of late sunshine splashed into a corner, seemed 
to call: “If you’re looking for a sunny nook, why not try me?” 

““The very place!” exclaimed Mariella under her breath. She 
propped up the bulbs with pearly pebbles and covered them with 
water. By standing on a box she could just reach the sunny ledge; 
there she placed the bowl. 

Mariella smiled, the secret again lay shadowed in her eyes, for 
the window was in such a far corner and was so hidden by boxes that 
the hyacinths could come into full bloom without Mother’s ever guess- 
ing that they were there. 

Early on Mother’s Day morning she, Mariella, would put the 
full-grown flowers, a lovely, fragrant, pink and lavender surprise, at 
Mother’s place on the breakfast table. Bobs, Mariella’s brother, was 
planning a box of peppermint creams for Mother, but it would seem 
much nicer and much more like a real Mother’s Day gift, Mariella 
thought, to give something one had raised and cared for oneself rather 
than something that one had just coolly bought at a store. 

Mariella’s eyes grew dreamy as she pictured Mother’s Day 
morning. She could give nothing, she was sure, that Mother would 
love more than a bowl of hyacinths—especially if she knew that 
Mariella had raised them. 

Just then Mother’s voice came ringing down the stairs: “O 
Mariella! Come, dear, it’s time to set the table. Now!” 

The very thought of setting the table drove the happy, dreamy 
look from Mariella’s eyes. E-very evening at half past five it was the 
same thing, in the same way! It was a great wonder that Mother 
did not realize how tired one got of having to get out, every night and 
every night, the cloths and the same salt and pepper shakers and the 
same stiff knives and forks and spoons, and the napkins and the glasses. 
Of course Mariella had to admit that Mother was busy every night 
at that time, too, flying about like a bright aproned bird, doing the 
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same things over each evening, cutting up fruit for salad, shaking out 
lettuce leaves, making gravy, skimming cream, peeping into the oven, 
but—setting the table! It was about as much fun as a rainy day. 
“Come, dear,”” reminded Mother in a cheery voice, “‘the biscuits 
are turning brown as nuts. We'll be ready in a few minutes.” 
Mariella spread out the silence cloth, then the shiny damask 
tablecloth with its border of daisies. ‘Then she set four neglected 
looking places, forgetting salad forks and spoons, and laying the 
dinner forks and knives quite crookedly. She placed a bowl of Cali- 
fornia poppies in the center of the table, but she completely forgot 


She could just reach the sunny ledge. 
the bread, although the silver bread tray was winking at her all the 
time from the tea cart. She entirely overlooked the water pitcher and 
the four lovely, sparkling glasses. How she ever came to pass by the 
salt and pepper shakers is a mystery, because Mother had just called, 
“Here is the celery, dear,” and the celery always said, “Please bring 
on the salt.” 

Mother had brought in stuffed peppers, scalloped potatoes, fruit 
salad, and biscuits. How good they all looked, but there was that 
usual “missing” look about the table! Daddy seemed to notice it as 
soon as he sat down, for he exclaimed, “I say, somebody forgot the 
salad forks!” 

“And there isn’t any wa-a-ter,” said little Bobs. 
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“And I don’t seem to see the bread, or the salt and pepper 
shakers,” said Mother, with that same look of dismay in her eyes that 
came every evening as she made trip after trip away from the table, say- 
ing: girl—”’ 

Mothe; never quite finished the sentence although Mariella knew 
well enough what she meant. When one came to think about it, it 
did seem as though a person of ten years need not forget salt and 
pepper shakers, as well as salad forks and bread and water and 
glasses—every night! 

“T’ve a great idea!”’ exclaimed Daddy, as the nut-brown biscuits 
were passed around. “Beginning with this evening, why not let Mari- 
ella do the jumping up herself? Who is to blame if not Mariella>” 
Who, indeed? Daddy grinned and Mother’s eyes sparkled and Bobs 
said, “Right Oh! I want a drink of wa-a-ter!” 

So Mariella jumped; she jumped up after the salt and pepper 
shakers; she jumped up after the butter; she jumped and jumped until 
everything was at last in place. 

But if you will believe it, every evening Mariella, who seemed 
always to be thinking of something else, set the same kind of neglected 
looking places, forgetting salad forks and spoons, butter and bread, 
and laying the dinner forks and knives quite crookedly, so that every 
night she had to jump and jump and jump. 

“T really can’t understand it,” exclaimed Aunt Mary Lee, who 
had come on a short visit, “a big, ten-year-old girl, too! Do you 
know, she forgot five things tonight. I counted them.” 

“Well, she hasn’t developed the talent for table setting,’ ex- 
plained Daddy rather dolefully, “but we’re always hoping that she 
will—some day.” 

Weeks passed. The ugly brown bulbs had sent out the dearest, 
greenest leaves and three clustery blooms—two of pink and one of 
lavender. What fun Mariella had had every day, visiting the secret 
window! And tomorrow would be Mother’s Day! Mariella crept 
downstairs in the late afternoon for a last look at the lovely flowers. 
How had they ever come out of those ugly brown bulbs! 

“T expect that Mother’d like to see me grow too—from the in- 
side, I mean.” Mariella flushed. Wouldn’t Bobs have laughed if 
he had heard that? “Well, anyway,” Mariella told herself defen- 
sively, “I’m sure I have blossoms inside me, somewhere. Might blos- 
som out into a wonderful table setter some day.”” She laughed softly 
at the strange idea. But the strange idea ran right along upstairs with 
her; in fact it slept with her all night, which was probably why Mari- 
ella awakened the next morning with such a delicious plan for Mother’s 


Day. 
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She did not put the hyacinths on the breakfast table. Her new 


plan was for something different. How could she wait until dinner 
time? At Mariella’s home, on Sunday, dinner was served right after 
church. Mariella, her eyes shining, hurried home from Sunday school. 
Bobs stopped next door to play with his friend Jimmy. It would be 
an hour before Mother and Daddy would come home. Mariella had 
the house to herself! 


She set the hyacinths in front of Mother’s place. 


She found a clean tablecloth, smooth and shining as white satin. 
She spread it on the table carefully; then she ran downstairs and got 
the hyacinths, which she set in front of Mother’s place. Now to set 
the table! Dinner forks and knives, salad forks and butter spreaders 
were laid as straight as soldiers. The best salt and pepper shakers— 
the serving spoons by Father’s place—a dish of golden butter and the 
silver tray of bread—crisp napkins, folded like little tents—a mold of 
jelly—the water pitcher and glasses—the sugar bowl and the cream! 

Mariella stood back and looked. What a lovely, homey, com- 
plete looking table! And the setting had taken only fifteen minutes, 
counting everything. It was hard to wait for the coming of Mother 
and Daddy, but all at once the car was driven in, and Mother took off 
her hat, put on a big apron, and began taking the dinner out of the 
electric cooker. 

“Why, bless your heart, you’ve set the table!” exclaimed 
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Mother in great surprise, for you see, always on Sunday Mariella was 
excused from table setting. 

“This is Mother’s Day,” explained Mariella shyly. 

Then Mother discovered the plant. She kissed Mariella on both 
cheeks and shed a tear or two of real happiness. But it wasn’t until 
they had all sat down that the family noticed anything different about 
the table. 

“T really believe,” said Mother, beaming at the table and at the 
hyacinths and at every one, “that this is the first time since Mariella 
began setting the table that she hasn’t forgotten “4 

“*The salt and pepper shakers,”’ laughed Daddy. 

“Or the salad forks,” exclaimed Mother. 

“Or the wa-a-ter,”” squealed Bobs. 

““What a joy and relief it is,” continued Mother, beaming again, 
“not to have to askk———” 

“For your napkin,” supplied Daddy. 

“Or the bread,” said Mother. 

“Or the bu-utter,” laughed Bobs. 

“And nobody will know but myself what a joy and relief it will 
be not to have to be jumping up all the time,” said Mariella. 

It was no joke, and Bobs might laugh, but Mariella somehow 
knew that she had blossomed, just as the hyacinths had. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


Wee Wisdom readers who wish to help others can do 
so by saying this prayer for them. 


God is my help in every need ; 

God does my every hunger feed; 

God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 

Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 
God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 


Since God and love and Truth are here. 
—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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FRANCES W. FOULKS 
A CROCHETED DOLLY 


The little doll whose picture you see on the next page, is only 
about three inches high. She was found in a store with a number of 
her little sisters, and on her back was a tag that said, ““Made in Japan.” 
When I saw her I thought of how each of you dear Busy Sunbeams 
would like to have one of these quaint little dolls for her dolly to play 
with, so I am going to give directions for making one. 

You will need a large steel crochet hook, about a number six, 
and three balls of a soft twist crochet cotton, something like silkateen. 
Get one ball of black, one of white, and one of any color that you 
want for the doll’s dress and hat. You will need some soft wool or 
cotton batting, also, and a small piece of white wash silk. Start cro- 
cheting with the colored cotton. 

In these directions we use the asterisk. ‘Wherever one of these 
is shown it means that you are to repeat the directions following it. 

First row: Ch 6, sl st in the first ch, making a ring, ch 2. In 
the ring make 24 de, sl st under the 2 ch. Ch2. Do not turn the work. 

Second row: Take your crochet hook and loosen slightly both 
the front and the back loops on the top of each dc. Crochet the 
second row on the front loops, making * | dc on each of two dc, then 
2 dc on the next de. Repeat from * all around the row. This widens 
the work so that it will lie flat, and makes the little frill you see around 
the doll’s neck. Att the end of the row, sl st under the 2 ch and break 
cotton. 

Third row: Fasten your cotton on one of the under loops of the 
first row, and make a row on these under loops just like the second 
row, except that after making sl st under 2 ch you are not to break 
the cotton, but ch 2. 

Fourth row: On this and on each succeeding row, make your 
stitches through the back loop at the top of each de. 1 dc on each 
of 3 dc, 2 dc in next dc. Then make * | dc on each of 4 de, 2 de 
on next dc. Repeat from * to end of row. Sl st under 2 ch. Ch 2. 

Fifth row: | de on each of 2 de, 2 de on each of 2 dc, repeat 
once from *; | de on each of 2 de, skip 10 de. Then begin again at * 
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and repeat all that you have made on the fifth row, skipping the last 
10 dc, and making sl st under 2 ch. Ch 5. 

Sixth row: * Skip | dc. On next dc make 2 de, ch 1, 2 de on 
same dc, skip | dc, | dc on next dc, ch 1. Repeat from * to end of 
row; sl st under 5 ch, ch 5. 

Make three more rows just like the sixth row, then break cotton 
and fasten. Now we shall make the sleeves on the ten stitches that 
we skipped at each side of the little dress. Tie the cotton to the first 
stitch, sl st to the last stitch, ch 2. 1 de on each of the 10 de, sl st 
under 2 ch, ch 2. Make two more rows and break cotton. 

Next we shall make the bloomers. Turn back the skirt to the 
waist, or the 5th row. Fasten 
cotton in center, halfway be- 
tween sleeves to a dc that was 
skipped in 6th row, ch 2. 
Make | dc on each stitch, 
thirty in all; sl st under ch. 
Ch 2. 1 de on 15 de, sl st under 
2 ch; ch 2. Make two more 
rows like this and break the 
cotton. 

Next we shall make the 
shoes and stockings. Of the 
black cotton, make 7 ch, skip 
2 ch. 1 sc in each of 4 ch, 3 sc 
in next ch. On the other side 
of the same ch make | sc in 
each of 4 ch, 3 sc under the 2 
ch skipped at the beginning. 
Make | sc in each sc all the 
way around, twice. Break the 
cotton and fasten the white cot- 
ton to the next stitch. Make 
10 sc, skip 4 sc, | sc on first 
white sc. Crochet around and 
around until there are seven rows. Break the cotton and make the 
other shoe and stocking. With the batting, stuff each of these shoes 
and stockings very tightly. 

Using the white cotton, make an edge all around the collar, the 
sleeves, the bottom of the skirt, and the bloomers, by the following di- 
rections: Fasten the cotton, ch 3, skip one st, sl st in next st, taking up 
both sides of st. Ch 3, skip one st and sl st in next st. Stuff the body 
with the batting, stuffing only one row of the crocheting of the bloomers 
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and two rows of the sleeves. Gather the bloomers a little just above 
the white edge; push the stuffed legs up into the bloomers as far as 
they can go and fasten the legs to 

the gathering of the bloomers. 

To make the hands, we shall 
need for each a piece of the white 
silk about as big as a half dollar; 
double it over, then double again, 
and again, and again. Slip the 
folded silk up into the sleeve and 
gather the sleeve a little through 
the last row of color. Then sew 
the silk in the sleeve so that it just 
peeps out from the sleeve, like a 
little 

e are ready now to make $4 

the face. Take a piece of thin D teQram ou 
white silk and trace on it diagram 
2 very lightly. With water colors paint the hair and eyebrows a 
light brown, the eyes a light blue, the shadows under the nose black 
with a touch of red, and the lips red. Cut out around outside line, 
gather along dotted lines, leaving needle and thread in work. Make 
a ball of the batting, cover it with a smooth piece of very white bat- 
ting, place on the silk and draw it up closely, and take a few stitches 
to fasten. The ball of batting should be large enough to make the 
head the right size for the body and it should be a very tight ball. 

Sew the head securely into the hole in the center of the collar. 
. Now for the hat! With the colored cotton, ch 5, sl st together 
to make a ring. Ch 2. 

First row: 20 dc in ring, sl st under 2 ch, ch 2. 

Second row: * | dc in each of 3 dc, 2 dc in next de. Repeat 
from * to end of row. Sl st under ch, ch 2. 

Third row: * | dc in each of 2 dc, 2 dc in next de. Repeat 
from * to end of row. Sl st under ch; ch 4. 

Fourth row: * | dc in de, ch 1, skip 1 de. Repeat from * to 
end of row, sl st under ch; ch 5. 

Fifth row: Make this row as you did the sixth row of the dress. 
Edge all around with white, like other edges. Make a chain about 
6 inches long, using white cotton. JRun it in and out of the fourth 
row of the hat, draw it up to fit the head, and tie in bow. Take a few 
stitches through the hat into the head to fasten the hat securely. 

Now Dolly’s doll is finished. You are a clever little girl, to 
have studied out these directions and to have done the work so nicely. 
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Dear Boys and Girls: 

We are very happy to have you send us so many stories and poems; 
we read all of them and greatly enjoy them. We can publish only one 
story or a poem from each boy or girl, as we are trying to give each 
reader of Wee Wisdom an opportunity to have a story or a poem pub- 
lished on the Young Authors pages. | 

All stories and poems to be published in July Wee Wisdom must 
be in our office by May 1. 

Please do not send us anything that you have copied. Send us 
your own work; that is what we like. 


The Editor. 


THE LARK 


By MatcoLm WILLIs (8 years) 
Portland, Oregon 


There’s a lark on that bough over there. Do you see? 
He is singing a song to you and to me. 

He is up in that tree. Do you see? Do you see? 
He is singing a song to his children wee. 


RAIN FAIRIES 
By FrRANcES BETTELHEIM (12 years) 
Kansas City, Mo. 


One day when it was raining I looked outside, and what do you 
think I saw? I saw raindrops that looked like fairies, dancing in the 
street. They were coming out of the clouds, dancing all the while as 
though they were going to a banquet. I looked closely, and they 
were all dressed in silver gowns. 

After they were all gone the grass seemed greener and the world 
fresher because of the visit of the rain fairies. 
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VELYNM Porter (12Yrs.) y, 
Vicksburg, Miss. 


What can lambkins do 
All the winter nights through? 
Nestle by their woolly mother, 
The careful ewe. 


What can nestlings do, 
In the nightly dew? 

Sleep beneath their mother’s wing, 
Till day breaks anew. 


If in field or tree 
There might only be 

Such a warm, soft sleeping place 
Found for me! 


THE LITTLE GIRL WHO DID NOT MIND 
By LEE BERNADINE AusMus (11 years) 
Caldwell, Kans. 

One day Alice did not mind her mother. Alice’s mother told 
her to go to the kitchen and wash the dishes, but as Alice did not like 
to wash dishes she said that she wouldn’t. Just then an idea popped 
into her head and she went to the kitchen as though she were going 
to wash the dishes. Her mother was busy dusting, for company was 
coming. Alice slipped on her hat and coat and went out of the kitchen 
and over to Margaret’s to make fudge, as the two girls had planned. 
When Alice’s mother found that her daughter was gone, she hunted, 
and while she was hunting Alice was having a good time. 

Alice came home that night and, to her surprise, found the lights 
out and nobody at home. She went to the kitchen and there sat more 
dishes than she had left. She went upstairs and went to bed. 

In the morning when she woke up she dressed and got ready for 
break fast. 

When she came downstairs her mother asked, ““Where were 
you yesterday >?” 

“Over at Margaret’s,” was the reply. 
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“Well, we went to visit your aunt, whom you like so well, and 
your cousins whom you have never seen,” said her mother. 

Her father added: ““Your aunt was going to take you to New 
York to spend the summer, but of course you cannot go, as you were 
not here to see her.” 

Alice never disobeyed again. 


THE LONESOME KITE 
By AroLD MANN 
San Diego, Calif. 


A green paper kite is flying on high; 
Soon it will be far up in the sky. 

The moon is watching this kite no doubt, 
For I see no little boy about. 


KINDNESS 


By ELEANOR E. BRENoM (8 years) 
New York, N. Y. 


Once I found a kitty on the street. I picked her up and brought 
her home. I gave her milk and some bread. I fixed her a little basket 
with cotton in it. I named her Spotty because she is black and white. 
My kitty follows me everywhere I go. I like my kitty and my kitty 


BLESSING fy 


Lord, in Thy plenty I believe; 
With thanks Thy blessin3s I 


receive. 


\ 
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ctures for Colorin’, Gdward 
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Tint the outer edge of the wings pale yellow; the outer band, 
purplish color; the rest of wings, reddish brown. Add a little black 
to orange to make reddish brown. Leave spots in center of wings white. 
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Once upon a time the rainbow did not show in the sky for many, 
many days. This was because there had been no rain for a long, long 
while, and of course there can be no rainbow if there is no rain. 

The seven sisters who dwell in the land of the rainbow grew rest- 
less and weary with waiting for something to do. And just as always 
happens when people are idle too long, there began to be dissatisfac- 
tion. One afternoon the seven sisters, who are the seven colors of the 
rainbow, began to argue. Red said that she was more important than 
the other colors. This made the others unhappy, and a discussion 
started. 

““Well, I am the most important color,”’ insisted Red. “Why, 
the world couldn’t get along without fire, and fire is red. The blood 
of men and of animals is red, and—why, more than half of the house- 
tops in all the world are painted red, and there are red danger signals, 
and roses, and rubies, and flags——” 

“‘“Humph!” broke in Blue, “there are just as many flags with blue 
in them as there are with red.” 

““Well, there is more of me in the American flag,”’ boasted Red. 

““Yes, but the sky is my color,” said Blue, “‘and so are the oceans 
and the seas, the lakes and the rivers; billions of people have blue eyes; 
sapphire and turquoise jewels are blue, and bluebells and forget-me- 
nots—why, blue is very much more important than red or any other 
color!” 

“What of me>” cried Yellow. ““The sun is my color, and the 
moon and the stars. Gold is yellow, too, and topaz. And just dozens 
of the hardiest, most cheerful flowers are yellow: the dandelion, the 
goldenrod, the sunflower, the daisy with her golden heart, and———” 

**Just let me have a word,” said Green, who was getting a wee 
bit restless. ‘‘No one could doubt that I am the most important color. 
The trees, the grasses, the gardens, all of the leaves, and the stems of 
the flowers are my color. Then there are emeralds and safety signs— 

you others can’t compare with me.” 


“Ts that so?” said Orange. “Well, I am pretty important myself. 
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There’s my namesake, the orange, which is a very popular fruit. A 
South African state, Orange Free State, is named after me, too. 
Pumpkins—people couldn’t have NHalloween without me—and 
squashes and apricots and ever so many more things are orange 
colored.” 

“T am the color of night,” said Indigo, “‘and the dark waters of 
night, and of shadows and of storms. No color is greater than I.” 

“Unless ’tis I,” put in Violet who was usually very, very modest. 


“Why, you silly, silly children,” he said. 


“Daybreak and twilight are my color, and distant mountain peaks. 
The most beautiful and delicate flowers are violet in color: the orchid 
and the iris, the violet and the lilac, and the lovely wisteria of Japan. 
I am a royal color, too,” and she shrank away, a little astonished at 
herself for having said so much. 

Just then a great jingling and jangling was heard, and Pot of 
Gold who dwells at the end of Rainbowland rocked so with mirth 
that he almost spilled himself. 

“Why, you silly, silly children,” he said in a voice that sounded 
very much as loose money does in one’s pocket, “if you had anything 
better to do you wouldn’t be arguing like this.” 
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“Well, who is the most important ?”’ they all asked at once. 
“IT am the most important thing here, of course,” said Pot of 


WEE WISDOM 27 


Gold, jingling and jangling merrily. Every one looks for me, but no 
one has ever found me. I have a joke on the whole world. Jingle, 
jangle, jingle. No one of you could get along without the other six 


of you.” 

“Yes, I could,” 
shouted each of the 
seven sisters. 

“Well, try it 
then,” said wise old 
Pot of Gold. “Any- 
thing to stop this 
talking. I am not 
happy when people 
are disturbed around 
me.” 

““How shall we 
try to prove which is 
the most important >” 
the seven sisters 
asked. 

“Well, the first 


time the sun shines. 


after a rain, Red can 
go out and hang in 
the sky instead of all 
of you, and the next 
time Orange, and so 
on in your order until 
every one has had a 
chance. We'll see 
which one of you is 
so important that she 


Edith Brown 


Wise old Pot of Gold took a peep at the beautiful 


rainbow. 


can take the place of the whole rainbow.” 

It rained hard the very next day, and when,the sun shone again 
Red went out to take the place of the rainbow. When the people saw 
the thin red streak in the heavens, they said, “There must be a very 


large fire some place, 


to cause such a reflection on the sky. Well, it’s 


a long, long way from here, so we can’t help.” And they went about 
their business and forgot all about Red. 


(Continued on page 35) 
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Object—To radiate sunshine to all the world. 

Motto—I speak only good words. 

Club pin—Three wise monkeys, signifying : * I see no evil, hear 
no evil, and speak no evil.” A club pin will be given to each member 
when he has sent in one subscription to Wee Wisdom, other than his 
own, and written four monthly letters to the secretary telling her how 
he has kept the pledge. 

Requirement for membership—A simple request addressed to the 
secretary of the Good Words-Booster club, 917 Tracy, Kansas City, 
Mo. 

Reports and letters—A\ll letters and club reports must be sent to 
the Good Words-Booster club secretary. 

Letters from readers of Wee Wisdom will be published on these 
pages. 

For the readers who wish to correspond—If the reader to whom 
you write does not answer, write again, or write to other readers. 


Dear Club Members: 

During the last two or three months we have received a number 
of letters, in which the writers say something like this: “This is my 
fourth letter. Do I get my pin now?” Some of us have not read 
carefully the announcement about the club pin. Please get your last 
month’s magazine and read the item again. It read: “A club pin 
will be given to each member when he has written four monthly letters 
to the secretary, telling her how he has kept the pledge, and sent in 
one subscription to Wee Wisdom.” In this issue of Wee Wisdom the 
wording of the item {s changed, to make it more easily understood. 

Here are two ideas that will help you to get the new subscriber 
to Wee Wisdom. When you have read your magazine this month, 
pass it on to a friend. Next month give one to another friend. Give 
a Wee Wisdom to a different boy or girl each month. In that way 
you will help more boys and girls to get acquainted with our magazine, 
and perhaps one of those to whom you give a magazine will let you 
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send in his subscription. Then you may easily get your pin. Or, you 
may know a friend for whom you want to buy a birthday gift. Send 
him a subscription to Wee Wisdom and write your four letters. Then 
you will get your pin. 

Do not get discouraged. Keep trying. Let us see how many of 
us can finish earning our pins this month. 


SECRETARY. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI like you very much. I say The Prayer of Faith 
every night. The Good Words-Booster club has helped to make me a better 
girl. Best of all I like Blanche’s Corner.—Rauth Black. 


We are glad that our club is helping you to be a better girl, Ruth. 
We think that we all are better for being members of the Good Words- 
Booster club, because it reminds us to watch our words, and if we are 
careful about our words we shall be careful about our thoughts. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been very busy since school started. We 
take four or five tests a week. I say The Prayer of Faith before the tests and 
it helps me very much. I have some lovely schoolmates and a kind teacher. 
Each year my school work gets easier for me. I say the motto, “I speak only 
good words,”’ and I find that it helps me. I am playing basket ball and I like 
it very much.—TJwila Reed. 

We know why Twila finds her schoolmates lovely and her teacher 


kind. Living up to her motto makes her a good friend to those who 
know her. 


Dear Friends—I have your kind and gentle letter and was more than glad 
to get it. Grand Turk consists of salt ponds. My daddy has a number of salt 
ponds. There are a few motor cars down this way, also motor boats. My 
daddy has four boats.—Bernice Grant (British West Indies). 

Bernice lives a long way from Wee Wisdom’s home, but in our 
thoughts we can reach her just as quickly as we can reach the boys and 
girls who live in Kansas City. We are always glad to hear from our 
readers in other lands. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my fourth monthly letter and I have sent 
in a subscription for Wee Wisdom. May I have my pin now? ! shall be 
proud when I am able to say that I earned the pin, even though I did it easily. 
—Anna Cooke. 


Three cheers for Anna. We were happy to send her club pin to her. 
Every reader of Wee Wisdom who sees Anna wearing her pin will know 
that she is a member of the Good Words-Booster club. 

Dear Unity—Last summer when we were putting up hay a boy stuck 
a pitchfork through my arm. I said The Prayer of Faith and in three days 
my arm was healed. The Prayer of Faith helps me in every need. I am 
getting along all right in using good words; so are all of the other boys in the 
club.— Wesley Woodward, Golden Rule Farm. 


There are more than forty boys in the club to which Wesley be- 
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longs; they are all learning to use The Prayer of Faith, and they are 
getting results. We are always glad to hear from them. 

Harry W. Kennedy, of Jersey City, N. J., wrote the following verse 
about words. It is such a helpful little verse that we are putting it on this 
page, so that all of you will be sure to see it. 

Loving words and kind words 
Are the best words to say. 

Don’t say “‘can’t”” and don’t say “won't,” 
But try your best all day. 


READERS WHO WISH THE PRAYERS OF OTHER READERS 


Nolene Sarah Blair: prayers for health for mother; Anna McDowell: 
prayers for baby brother and for her school work (arithmetic); Dorothy 
Wilmot: for eyesight and school work; Carlyle Cox: health for mother; Claudia 
M. Freeman: prayers for better grades and help in examinations; Dorcus 
Thompson: prayers to be more helpful; Caro Underhill: health; Alice Pollard: 
prayers for leg; Gertrude M. Pitman: prayers for better grades; Clara W. 
Denslinger: for school work; Wilhelmina T. Roberts: prayers for music and 
prosperity and for grandmother’s health; Herbert Rogers: prayers; George 
Gordon, jr.: prayers for music and grammar; Clarice Von Hofe: prayers for 
school work, to be freed from dandruff and the habit of biting her finger nails; 
Dorothy Hedrick: school work and health; Vivian Weiland: prayers for school 
work (arithmetic). 


READERS WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER READERS 


Corinne Mara, 157 Elgin st., Sarnia, Ont., Canada; May Miller (11 
years), Allenby, B. C., Canada; Buera Hamman, 606 S. Sierra Madre st., 
Colorado Springs, Colo.; Bernice Entwistle (16 years), Princes st., Hawera, 
Taranaki, New Zealand; George Gordon, jr., 3903a Folsom ave., St. Louis, 
Mo.; Winifred Brightstone, 815 Clyde st., Lansing, Mich.; Betsy Brodie, 
Hotel Palmer, East Orange, N. J.; Maud C. Moore, 3410 Mitchell ave., 
St. Joseph, Mo.; Gertrude Barbara Conway, Kalispell, Mont.; Anna Mc- 
Dowell, 5928 La Salle st., Chicago, Ill.; Eva Walker, gen. del., North 
Vancouver, B. C., Canada; Dorothy Wilmot, 5832 West 8th st., Duluth, 
Minn.; Virginia de Mattos, 3101 Aldrich, S., Minneapolis, Minn.; Sadie 
Bailey, 34 North Oraton parkway, East Orange, N. J.; Maudie W. Hart, 
route 3, Woodstock, Ill.; Billie Burk, box 356, Blenheim, Ont., Canada; Clarice 
Von Hofe, Hewlett school, Cedarhurst, L. I., N. Y¥.; Eda Beswick, Island 
House, Balaclava, Jamaica, B. W. I.; Frances Martin, 323 Fulton st., The 
Dalles, Oregon; Daniel Codjoe (15 years), c/o E. Q. Codjoe, Esq., H. M. 
Customs, District Office, Accra, G. C., West Africa; Mary Elizabeth Peachey, 
Dixonville, route 2, East Liverpool, Ohio; Geraldine Waldo (10 years), 
Lebanon, Conn.; Daisy E. Carleton (11 years), New Hampton, N. H.; 
Marie Steiger, box 155, Vickery, Tex.; Kathleen Carleton, New Hampton, 
N. H.; Clara W. Denslinges, 207 West 7th st., The Dalles, Oregon; Mary 
Lee Walker, 405 N. Hamilton ave.; Indianapolis, Ind.; Georgeanna Morsette, 
5402 S. I st., Tacoma, Wash.; Eleanor Lunner (11 years), route 9, box 
244D, Seattle, Wash.; Anna Berg (13 years), route 9, box 383, Seattle, 
Wash.; Helen Amelia Kessler, route a, Bridgeport, Ind.; Ruth Davis, 117 
East Main st., Louisville, Ohio. 
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LESSONS 


Lesson 6, May 6, 1928. 
GREATNESS THROUGH SERVICE.—Mark 9:33-50; 10:35-45. 


GOLDEN TEXT—T he Son of man also came not to be ministered unto, 
but to minister, and to give his life a ransom for many.—Mark 10:45. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


To want to be great, especially in the sight of man, is a very common 
desire. Many times we put forth much effort to outdo some other person, 
to become greater in some way than he is. This desire in us comes from 
what is called personal ambition, which is one form of selfishness. The 
personal, or outer part of us wants to be thought wise, or strong, or great, 
and it forgets that all wisdom and strength and greatness, must come from 
the Spirit of God within. 

Selfishness shows itself in us in many ways. We may be selfish in 
the things that we do, because of our ideas about religion. We may try 
to make ourselves believe that we are doing certain kind acts to help 
another, when we really are doing them that others may see us doing them, 
or possibly to cover up some error thought in us. 

When Jesus did a great work He often took with Him Peter, James, 
and John, who stand for faith, wisdom, and love. We need faith, wis- 
dom, and love to do the works of God, but even these qualities in us may 
be tempted to listen to the voice of self and to plan to rule over our other 
powers. 

The Spirit of God in us helps us to overcome such temptations. Spirit 
does its perfect work, and it has no thought of ruling or of setting itself up 
as great. So when our faith, our wisdom, and our love, as well as our other 
powers, are guided by Spirit, there is no thought of self, but all our effort 
is put forth in doing the work that God wants His children to do. This 
is what is meant by Jesus’ saying that He came to minister. 

LESSON QUESTIONS 

What do we call the desire to become greater than others? 

What do we need in doing the works of God? 

How may we overcome the temptation to listen to the voice of self? 

What did Jesus mean by saying that He came to minister? 


Lesson THOUGHT—Laying aside all thought of self, 1 want onty 
to serve God. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I put aside the thought of self 
That wants to rule my mind, 


And try to do the will of God 


By serving all mankind. 


Lesson 7, May 13, 1928. 
JESUS ENTERS JERUSALEM.—Mark 11:1-33. 


GoLDEN TExT—Behold, thy king cometh unto thee; he is just, and 
having salvation —Zech. 9:9. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


That part of us that we call our animal nature has back of it life, 
energy, and power, because these things give us the ability to move and 
act. Life, energy, and power really are spiritual. The colt upon which 
Jesus rode into Jerusalem stands for man’s animal nature, which must be 
ruled by the Christ. 

Jerusalem stands for peace, and when the Christ in us overcomes the 
animal nature in us the powers that are back of that nature carry us into a 
place of peace, as the colt carried Jesus into the city. When He sent His 
disciples for the colt He told them to say that “The Lord hath need of 
him.” The Lord has need of all parts of our being and expects us to use 
them in His service. The finest gold is refined in a furnace. The under- 
standing that one is really spiritual is like a furnace in which one’s whole 
being is cleansed and purified and made fit for the service of God. 

We should always try to find the Christ in ourselves and greet Him with 
the thought, “Blessed is he that cometh in the name of the Lord.” When 
we are true to that Spirit, our hearts are filled with hosannas, or songs of 
praise. 

The cleansing of the temple means the casting from our minds of all 
thoughts of greed or dishonesty in our dealings with men. Trying to get 
the best of another or to make a profit by unfair means causes thoughts that 
harm our minds and injure our bodies. This is the kind of thoughts that 
the Christ casts out, so that our minds and our body temples may be pure 
and holy for the worship of God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


For what does the colt that Jesus rode into Jerusalem stand? 

What is the meaning of the name Jerusalem? 

Has the Lord need of us? 

What does the cleansing of the temple mean? 

LEssoN THOUGHT—!/ put all my thoughts and my powers under the 
rule of the Christ. 
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MEMORY VERSE 


I bless the name of Jesus Christ; 
For Him my praise I shout. 
He makes my body temple pure; 
He casts all evil out. 


Lesson 8, May 20, 1928. 
JESUS TEACHING IN THE TEMPLE.—Mark 12:13-44. 


GoLDEN TEXT—He taught them as one having authority—Matt. 
7:29. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


In the efforts of the scribes and the chief priests to trap Jesus we find 
a picture of the way in which our old beliefs in form and ceremony try 
to overcome in us the teaching of the Christ. These old beliefs are cold 
and hard and if they could they would kill out the understanding of divine 
love and wisdom. 

Cesar, the Roman emperor, stands for the very powerful rule of the 
human will that has not been touched and softened by spiritual love, mercy, 
and justice. Sometimes the spiritual part of us seems to be ruled by and 
to be at the mercy of the human will. 

We need divine wisdom to help us to keep Spirit in full command 
of our lives and at the same time to help us to take care of our bodies and 
affairs. We live by the law of God; at the same time we live under 
national and state laws, and we are expected to pay taxes to keep up 
the government under which we live. 

The outer man, as well as the inner, must be given the proper care. 
We need physical food, just as we need mental food and spiritual food. 
But always, in caring for the outer part of ourselves, we must remember 
that the spiritual part should rule, and that we should use the wisdom of 
Spirit to help us to know that which should go to the outer and that which 
is needed for the inner. In this way we “render unto Cesar the things that 
are Cesar’s, and unto God the things that are God’s.” 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What does the effort of the Pharisees to trap Jesus mean to us? 

For what does Cesar stand? 

What is needed to help us to know what our duty is? 

How do we “render unto. Cesar the things that are Cesar’s; and 
unto God the things that are God’s” > 


Lesson THOUGHT—I keep under spiritual law both the inner and 
the outer parts of me. 


WEE WISDOM 


MEMORY VERSE 


I'll love the Lord with all my heart, 
I'll love my neighbor, too, 
And, dealing so with God and man, 


Give credit where ’tis due. 


Lesson 9, May 27, 1928. 
THE WICKED HUSBANDMEN.—Mark 12:1-12; 13:1-37. 


GoLDEN TEXT— 
Jehovah knoweth the way of the righteous; 
But the way of the wicked shall perish. 
—Psalms 1:6. 
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 


There is a spiritual meaning for us back of every parable that Jesus 
used in teaching. The vineyard of which He tells in this lesson stands for 
the world of Christian people. The man who planted the vineyard stands 
for God. 

The husbandmen or farmers to whom God trusts the care of the 
vineyard are all those persons who are followers of Christ and Truth. If 
we are faithful we shall receive the rich fruits of the vineyard, which are 
all the blessings of Spirit. 

God sends his servants to us in the form of spiritual leaders and 
teachers, as He sent the prophets to the people of Israel. But the children 
of Israel did not always listen to their prophets, and as the husbandmen 
were cruel to the servants of their Lord, so we often deny or are cruel to 
the messengers of Truth. These messengers may come in the form of 
spiritual thoughts, and if we put them to one side or refuse to follow them 
we are acting like the husbandmen in the parable. 

The greatest messenger of Truth that the Lord sends to us is His 
own Son—the Spirit of Christ that is in each of us. The Lord expects 
us to show love and respect to His Son. But we sometimes let our selfish 
thoughts get the better of us, and we imagine that we can get more material 
good by casting out the Son of God than by accepting Him. We need 
to learn that we harm only ourselves, as the Christ really comes to us to 
bring more of the Father’s good into our lives. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What does the vineyard that is told about in this lesson stand for, 
and who plants it? 

Who are the husbandmen? 

How does God send His servants or messengers to us? 

What is the greatest of God’s messengers ? 
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LEsson THOUGHT—/ gladly open my heart to the messengers that 
God sends to me. 


MEMORY VERSE 
When God in all His tender love 


His messengers shall send, 
My heart will gladly let them in 
And treat each one as friend. 


(Continued from page 27) 


The next day it rained again, and this time Orange went out to 
take the rainbow’s place. The people mistook her for a cloud with the 
sun shining on it, and paid no attention to her. 

On the third day that it rained, Yellow went down into the sky. 
When the bright, hot sun shone across the sky on her, it caused her to 
fade out completely, and no one even saw her. 

The following day it was Green’s turn to go. She went down 
into the sky, very proud of herself, but when she saw the shining bril- 
liancy of the sun after a rain, she was so doubtful that she went home 
before a single person had noticed her. 

““Humph!” said Blue on the next rainy day, “I'll show you who 
will be noticed.” But the sky was the same color as she, and Blue 
couldn’t be seen at all. 

Indigo took her turn, and when the people saw her, they said, 
“Ugh! What a dark cloud. We're going to have another storm.” 
And they all went into their houses and didn’t come out again until 
late that night after Indigo had gone home. 

“Well, I, as usual, am last,” said Violet who was the very last 
color in the rainbow arch. “I'll surely make a good impression.”” But 
when Violet hung in the sky, the people thought that she was just a 
shadow of the gathering twilight and paid her no heed. 

The next day it rained very, very hard, and fat old Pot of Gold 
said: “*Well, when the rain is over and the sun comes out, which one 
of you is going to hang in the sky? Which one still thinks she is the 
most important >?” 

“Not I,” promptly said Red. 

“Not I,” said each of the other six. 

“Then why don’t you all get together and make up?” said Pot 
of Gold. 

That is exactly what they did, and when wise old Pot of Gold 
took a peep at the beautiful rainbow, he jingled and jangled merrily. 
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UZZLE 
AGE 


A CROSS WORD PUZZLE 


HORIZONTAL 


1 Those who write 


poetry 
5 = arrange folds of 
c 
9 Reverence 
10 A small mound of 
sand used in a 
golf game 
12 A number 
13 A hotel 
14 A snake-like fish 
15 A vegetable 
16 Steadiness, self-con- 
trol 
18 Weary 
21 A happening 
24 At once 
25 A malt beverage 
26 A flower 
28 Prepares for publi- 
cation 
30 To awaken 
32 Accomplished 
35 A possessive pro- 
noun 
36 A male child 
8 A poem 
39 A meadow 
40 A cushion 


41 Talks loudly 
42 365 days (pl.) 


VERTICAL 


1 To color 


By Francis J. GABLE 


a 


2 To possess 
3 Even, as poets write 
it 
horse 
5 Dig 
6 A poisonous snake 
7 Something the baker 
makes 
8 Just so 
11 Ever, as poets write 


it 
16 Fresher 
17 To avoid 
19 Insurance (abbr.) 


20 Decay 

22 Samuel’s teacher 

23 Something to catch 
fish in 

26 Enthusiasm 


- 27 Stirs up 


28 A composition 

29 Dispatches 

33 Girl’s name 

34 The home of a wild 
animal 

36 A mineral spring 

37 A paddle used in 
rowing 


ANSWER TO LAST MONTH’S PUZZLE: peace, faith, 


hope, love, joy, health, trust, praise, unity, courage. 
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BLANCHE’S CORNER 


THE STRANGER 


The Spartans were busy in the garden, with their hoes. It was 
early in May and growing things were fairly popping. 

Kegs and Red were setting out tomato plants and pepper plants 
while David planted another row of beans and Chink and Cousin 
Bob dug out weeds. 

They presented five bent backs toward the fence, which fact 
prevented them from seeing a newcomer who had strolled up the road. 
Bige, who had been tracking imaginary animals in the alfalfa field 
next to the garden, saw him first. At Bige’s sharp bark the gang 
straightened up and did an about face. 

Leaning on a fence post was a tall blond boy of near their own 
age. He eyed them shyly. 

“Hello!” said David, at last. 

“Hello!”’ returned the boy. Then brightening, he added, “What 
are you doing?” 

“Oh,” began Red grandly, “I am about to hop off on a cross- 
country flight. My fat friend here is swimming, and the other boys 
are pitching horseshoes.” 

The stranger’s face turned a brilliant red. He looked down at 
his feet for a moment. He kicked the fence post in embarrassment, 
then turned and walked away. The Spartans went back to work. 

“Red,” said David when his planting brought him opposite the 
boys who were setting out tomatoes, “I don’t feel just right about the 
way we treated that new kid. I think his folks have bought the old 
Storm place. That makes him a neighbor of ours, and we weren't 
very neighborly.” 

“T didn’t mean a thing.” Red kept his head very low over the 
plant around which he was patting earth. “I was only joking. I 
didn’t think he would get mad and go home.” 

“Tt did sound as if you were making fun of him, Red,” said 
Chink leaning on his hoe. 

“Tt would be best for you to save all your smart remarks for me, 
Red,” suggested Kegs. “They don’t hurt my feelings and I'd like 
to see you make me shut up and go home.” 

“T might run you home,” Red smiled at him, “but I wouldn’t 
want to try to make you shut up. You'd probably pop.” 
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Kegs rose from his knees and dusted his hands. “I'll go on over 
and talk to our new neighbor,” he offered, “‘and tell him Red is a 
little queer.” 

Bringing his arm sharply across the back of Kegs’ knees, Red 
brought him quickly to the ground again. 
“You'll stay right here and help me until this job is done,” he 


said. “I was the one who spoke out of turn, and I'll do the explain- 


ing. That boy’s folks pasture their cows over west of us and he 
drives them home right by our place. I saw him last night. I’ll watch 
for him tonight and get acquainted.” 

““Well, I wouldn’t advise you to begin by knocking him down,” 
said Kegs. “You have some funny ideas about being friendly.” 

“Why, Kegs,” Red said, “you don’t think I’d do that to a stran- 
ger. I only act that way around my most intimate friends.” 

The next day being Saturday, there was no school. All the 
Spartans except Red had gathered in the Roost by 10 o’clock. They 
had just decided that he must have had some extra chores to do at 
home when they saw him coming down the lane—the tall, blond boy 
beside him. Bige, who was on guard at the big gate, was inclined to 
question the stranger’s right to enter. When Red spoke to him he 
wagged his tail, at the same time keeping an eye on the new neighbor. 

“T’d better introduce you,” laughed Red. “Bige, old boy,” he 
said, “this is my friend Andy Vanorden, and he is all right.” 

Andy, stooping beside Red, very solemnly shook hands with 
Bige and then scratched him behind the ears. Looking up into the 
a blue eyes, Bige accepted Andy and led the way toward the 

oost. 

After introducing Andy to each member of the gang, Red, very 
much embarrassed by the ordeal, grabbed a hoe from behind the door 
and started for the garden. The rest of the members followed him. 
Andy, seeing Coralee’s hoe left, picked it up and started down the 
path with them. 

“Oh, no, Andy,” protested Chink, who was nearest to him. 
“You don’t need to work. You're not a member of the firm. You 
can watch us.” Andy looked puzzled and Cousin Bob hastened to 
explain. 

““You see, we are all members of a company. We call it The 
Spartan Company, Ltd. We raise vegetables and sell them. It 
wouldn’t be fair to ask you to work because you wouldn’t be getting 
anything out of it.” 

“I'd just as soon,” muttered Andy, but he started back toward 
the Roost with the hoe. He looked so disappointed that David said 
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quickly, “‘But if Andy wants to help us we'll be mighty glad to have 
him. Won't we, fellows?” 

“Of course we will,” agreed the Spartans. 

Without a word Andy turned back to the garden. Each boy 
chose a row to clean and soon the hoes were going busily up and 
down. Kegs, who was weeding seed onions, had discovered that a 
hoe didn’t help much. He had thrown it down and was on his knees 
pulling what looked like grass blades from among the onions. He 
looked up to find Andy standing near. 

“Trade you jobs,” offered Andy. 

“What for?” demanded Kegs. 

“I’m used to onions,” and Andy looked back over the ground 
Kegs had covered. David, whose eyes had followed Andy’s back 
over the row, began to laugh. 

“Better trade with him, Kegs, or we'll run short of seed onions,” 
he said. 

“Oh,” sighed Kegs, “have I done it again? I thought sure I 
could tell the difference.” 

Andy set to work in Kegs’ place. The Spartans, glancing care- 
lessly in his direction now and then, saw that the onions were safe. As 
they worked, the boys talked and laughed, but Andy spoke only when 
they directly questioned him. About noon he looked up at the sun. 

“Have to go home,” he announced. 

“Can you come over and play this afternoon>”’ David asked. 

Andy shook his head. “Have to work,” he said briefly, starting 
toward the big gate. 

The gang looked at one another. 

“Come over when you can,” called David. 

Andy nodded. “So long,” he said as he started down the lane. 

“So long,” responded the gang weakly. They watched him 
until he reached the big road. 

“He doesn’t talk much, does he?’’ said Cousin Bob as they 
started for the well house. 

“T think he acts sort of dumb,”’ said Chink. 

“T like him,” said Kegs. “Just because he doesn’t chatter all 
the time is no sign he isn’t smart,” he added. 

“T believe Kegs is right. I think we are going to like him,” 
David decided. “Bige made up with him and I never knew him to 
make a mistake.” 

“*He’s all right,”’ said Red. “We didn’t find out much about him 
but at least he knows onions from grass. I’m going home to lunch.” 

Red started down the lane so fast that Kegs was forced to content 
himself with throwing clods in Red’s general direction. 
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If a fairy princess were to visit you and to bring you a 
wonderful present, what would you want that present to be? A 
candy store? A picture show? A pony? A playhouse? A 
wrist watch? There is a better gift than any of these—one that a 
fairy princess brought to Walin and Basha, whose story you 
can read in the book, TREASURE Box. And the best thing of 
all about this gift is that every boy and girl can have it. What is 
it? If we told you, it would spoil all your fun in finding it for 
yourself in TREASURE Box. 

In this book, which is bound in a heavy grade of paper 
and tied with a silk cord, you will find many unusual colored 
pictures that are almost as attractive as the story itself. 

TREASURE Box is a real treasure of a story—the kind 
that you like best, and the kind that mothers want their boys and 
girls to read. When you tell Mother what an interesting story 
TREASURE Box is and that it costs only $.50, she will say, 
“*Send for it.”” 

UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
917 Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 
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Nell Griffith Wilson 


O Mother dear, I'd Silin-ee wear 
A whole great big bouquet. 


Because one flower can't express 


My love on Mother's Day. 
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DREAMS 


Last night Buddy dreamed about me. 

He said that in his dream I was sittin3, 
on a pink cloud and | was throwing down 
pink snowballs to him. 


Then the cloud came down, and I got 
off. I ran and Buddy ran after me. I ran 


~ back of some bushes, and when Buddy 


found me I was a flower. 


Then Daddy called Buddy, and Buddy 
could not finish his dream. | 
After Buddy had Zone to school I asked 
Mother what is a dream. She said it is 

something, we think in sleep. 


42 
IMELDA GLTAVIA 


WEE WISDOM 43 


I asked her if I might lie down on the 


couch and 30 to sleep, so | could dream. 


She said I might. 


I got up onto the couch. Then | closed 
my eyes. Kitty Black jumped up onto the 
couch, and lay down by me. She purred 
and kissed my hand. I patted her. I did 


not 80 to sleep. 


I wish I could dream, too. I wish | 
could dream about Buddy. 
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Just four years old was Reggie Gray. 

When he awoke the first of May 
From sleep so sweet and tender; 

And, slipping from his mother's side, 

He drew the flowing curtains wide 
To see the morning splendor. 


“Mamma!” exclaimed the little boy. 
His face alight with sudden joy. 
“Come see the pretty snow! 
Come quick, Mamma! come quick and 
see! 
It covers all the apple tree 


And all the grass below!” 


“The snow!” cries Maud in high disdain, 
As close against the windowpane 
Her little nose she presses, 
“Why, Brother dear, you're young | know, 
But still you shouldn't call that snow— 
It’s little apple dresses!" 
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WEE WISDOM 


Bracey 


1. Bright stars wink, 
2. Soft your bed, 


time to go to bed, I think. Dark’s the town, 
you your lisp-ing prayer havesaid: Kiss me once, 


eyes of brown, It’stime, I think, to cud - dle down. 
kiss me twice, Then off to dream-land in a_trice. 
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By Blanche 


When April's giant sprinkler 
Has left the grass all clean, 
And May's white daisy footsteps 
Show plain against the green, 
My mother lets me go where— 
Of course I come right back— 
I'll find some tight pink rosebuds, 
Down by the railroad track. 
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I may hear God’s voice 
By getting, still— 
I may and I will. 


| may speak God's words 
And a great need till— 


I may and I will. 


I may feel God’s love 


In my own heart 
thrill— 
I may and I will. 
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